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Chapter One: I Was Born 


I have never been to Spain, but I would sure love to go there 
some day. Years ago I read a translation of the book Don 
Quixote whieh I eonsidered to be one of the funniest books in 
this world. Don Quixote made me start thinking about Spain and 
how I have never been there. Spain would have been a great 
plaee to have been bom in. It is so exotie and eolorful. But, what 
kind of plaee is Kanab Utah? What would it be like to be from 
Kanab Utah? Kanab, they tell me I was bom there, but I really 
don’t remember! 

To have no knowledge of one’s plaee of origin ean make one 
feel tmly as a “stranger in a strange land.” This is how I have 
felt most of my life. If I had been bom in Spain, immigrated to 
the United States at 6 months old and never returned to my 
homeland, it would have been the same. So, the question is, 
“Who am I and where do I eome from?” I am from Kanab 
beeause that is where I was bom, yet I am not from Kanab. I 
lived in northern Idaho, but I am not from there beeause I wasn’t 
bom there. As a ten year old boy I moved to Oregon and stayed 
off and on until I was about 24.1 guess I am a Marylander who 
is a transplanted Oregonian who was bom in Utah and lived nine 
and a half-years in Idaho. 

But, the question still has been asked, “Who am I?” If I eannot 
be defined by the plaee from whieh I eame, maybe I should be 
known by the family from whieh I spmng. I am a Lougee! I am 
a Lougee with a portion of the Mower’s mixed in. I am a Lougee 
and a Mower and a Clegg and a Litster. From the Lougee’s, that 



is my father, I have beeome a man of integrity. From the 
Mower’s, that is my mother, I have beeome a loving, earing 
person. From the Clegg's, that is my father’s mother, I have 
learned to serve. And, from the Litster’s, that is my mother’s 
mother, I am stubborn. I am who I am beeause of where I eame 
from and who my parents were and who their parents were. 
Looking at it from this point of view, I am no longer a stranger 
in a strange land. 

I was bom on July 7th 1957. The Civil War was not even 100 
years old. World War Two had just eoneluded 12 years prior to 
my birth. Dwight D. Eisenhower was President of the United 
States. Chevrolet had just eome out with their elassie 
automobile. Humphrey Bogart had just died that January. If I 
believed in reineamation, I might be Humphrey Bogart in his 
next life, but I never did look good in blaek and white. 

July 7th was a Sunday in 1957.1 have no knowledge of the 
weather that day. It may have been raining somewhere in the 
world. I don’t even know the time of my birth, but I believe my 
mother eould add that small bit of data to this history. I was bom 
in the only hospital in the eity of Kanab Utah and my doetor was 
one of only two doetors in the town. My family had moved to 
Kanab from Logan Utah after my father had graduated from 
forestry sehool at Utah State. I possessed at the time of my birth 
one older sister (Bonnie Kay) and one older brother (Kenneth 
Don). So you see from the very beginning, I have never 
belonged to a family that had less that 5 members. 



I am told that I did a few unusual things a baby. I screamed. 
Morning and night, I screamed. Living in a small trailer house 
with 4 other people, I screamed. I have really never outgrown 
the habit. I still scream. I talk. I rant and rave. I scream. This 
may be the origin of the familiar saying: I scream. You scream. 
We all scream for ice cream. But, that is neither here nor there. 
The facts remain that during my first few months on earth, I 
screamed. More than 20 years later when my first child, Gary, 
was bom, I learned first hand what it is like having a child that 
screams. I must have driven my parents crazy. If I could go back 
and change my life in any way, I would not have screamed so 
much. I would have saved my breath. I am so very certain that if 
I had been a milder baby, our family would have turned out 
quite differently that is has. 

My mother tells me that I used to love eating beets as a baby. 
This is ridiculous as that I have never been able to stomach beets 
of any kind my whole life. Still, there are the pictures to prove it, 
but I am not sure as to the credibility of that evidence. 

I was blessed (christened for all you non Mormons) in Kanab. I 
was to have been blessed at Montwell where my Grandfather 
Mower lived on a farm, but the Montwell chapel was stmck by 
lightening just before the day of my blessing. If anyone had been 
bom with a curse on his head, it had to have been me being 
driven out of the church by a lightening bolt. So it came to pass 
that I was blessed in Kanab. My father blessed me, but I have no 
record of what he said or who stood in the circle that day. I 
wonder if during the blessing I screamed. 



And so, I lived out my first 6 months in Kanab. Not 
comprehending what lay in front of me and what I was to be in 
this world, my parents packed me up and moved me to northern 
Idaho before my first birthday. I only returned to Kanab one 
time on a family vacation when I was 15 years old. We drove 
quickly through the small town on our way to the Grand 
Canyon. Looking around, I realized that there was nothing left in 
town that I remembered. 

Chapter One Notes 

My Mother wrote: As your mother, I do have a few things to set 
straight in this little story. You did scream all day BUT you did 
sleep at night - no screaming. The reason you screamed was that 
you were always hungry. You had so much gas on your stomach 
you could not hold enough milk to keep you happy very long 
and you then would tell us in the only way you had that you 
were hungry. When we got that problem taken care of, you quit 
screaming - and we were still in Kanab by that time. 

As for beets - you hated them from the first and only time I fed 
them to you. That was the day the picture was taken. No more 
beets for you after that - however, you don't realize what you 
have been missing all these years. 

You were bom about 6:00 in the evening - Sunday. They had a 
hard time getting you to breathe so we are very blessed that we 
have you in our family. There was only one nurse working in the 
hospital and she was too busy to bring you to me to feed one 
time, I went to check on you and found that she had propped a 



bottle up for you and you had spit up and were ehoking. That 
made me very unhappy. Maybe that is why you had a problem 
with eating; besides you were three weeks early and maybe your 
system had not developed eompletely. 

No you didn't seream during your blessing that I ean remember 
and I am sure I would remember that. 

You had so mueh long blaek hair that I had to eut your bangs out 
of your eyes before you were three months old. When I would 
take you to town, I had many Indians look at me like they were 
wondering where I got that Indian baby from. 

As for where you eame from, I know where! You eame from 
Heavenly Father as an answer to my prayers. Love, Mom 

My brother Doug wrote: I think it sounds like a elassie ease of 
eolie and Gary must have had that too. About ten pereent of 
babies have this. In faet I just saw a baby last week with that and 
had to go thru my old talk about eolie onee again. 

My standard spiel mentions that kids with eolie are normal; it is 
there parents that go erazy. Also, I say that kids with eolie do 
not end up having any higher ineidenee than any one else of 
things—they don't grow up to be ax murderers or obnoxious 
ehildren any more than any one else. 

Anyhow, I think I have always had that feeling of being an 
outsider looking in or a stranger in a strange land. I have always 
been on the outside of the eirele observing what is happening—I 



think that is common to many of us. I have always felt more 
comfortable with minorities -somehow I always end up with the 
outsiders in any group, even without trying. 

I have not been to Spain, either, but I have been to Arizona. 

I AM a LOUDGEE also no matter how I may say the name at 
any particular time. Doug 


Chapter Two: Coeur d'Alene 

I had not yet turned one year old when my family moved to 
Coeur d’Alene, Idaho. I have no memory of that move or even 
the first house that I lived in. My family had a particular custom 
of calling our houses by certain names, not the British who give 
colorful names to their homes like Seaview Cottage, but 
descriptive names like the Cement House or Marks’ House. We 
lived in two or three such houses while in Coeur d’Alene before 
we moved to Dalton Gardens. My very earliest memories were 
from the house we lived in just before we moved into Marks’ 
House. 

It may have been the Cement House or some other house by 
another name, but I remember there was an indoor window 
between what might have been the kitchen and our living room. 
(My memories here are really quite vague and I could be totally 
wrong in everything I have to say regarding this house.) I 
believe it was while we were living in this house that my 
mother’s sister Dolly (which is not really her name) stayed with 
us a while before she was called to serve as an EDS missionary 



in the Spokane Washington Mission. Later when we had moved 
from Coeur d’Alene to Dalton Gardens, we would oeeasionally 
see Aunt Dolly and her missionary eompanion. 

I am not really sure why Aunt Dolly is ealled Dolly. I think her 
name is really Kathleen and Dolly is just her alias. I believe my 
mother onee told me that Grandpa Mower started ealling her 
Dolly when she was a ehild and the name just stuek with her. I 
had never remembered seeing Aunt Dolly before her mission, 
but then I had never remembered seeing most of my extended 
family before that time in my life. I was only two or three years 
old. 

My first real firm memories of Coeur d’Alene were when we 
lived in Marks’ House. It was a large (I thing green) two story 
house that sat on the side of a somewhat hilly, somewhat eountry 
lane. I have no idea what road it was on or where in Coeur 
d’Alene it was situated. I look baek on that house as being a 
warm eomfortable plaee full of good memories. My bedroom 
was up stairs and my bed was the top bunk of the old army bunk 
beds that my parents got from an Air foree Offieer friend of the 
family stationed in Spokane. From those days on, I never slept 
on the lower bunk of any bunk bed exeept for one short month 
on my LDS mission in Taiwan. 

It was on the top bunk in my upstairs bedroom in Marks’ House 
that I reeall having my first nightmare. I am not eertain whether 
I have more nightmares than the normal person, but then again, I 
have rarely been identified as a normal person. In any event, I 
personally feel that I have been plagued with nightmares my 
whole life. My dreams are very vivid and eolorful. When I am 



dreaming, it is as if I am really living the dream. For a few 
minutes after I awake for a dream, I am still emotionally in the 
dream. If I had been dreaming that I had been running, my heart 
will still be pounding when I wake up. My dreams seem to 
follow three different themes: 1) nightmares; 2) eomedy; or 3) 
weird or strange situations. 

My first nightmare that I reeall eoneemed me being ehased by a 
witeh. Not an ordinary run-of-the-mill witeh, but a truly elassie 
witeh very similar to the wieked witeh from Oz. I had not seen 
the Wizard of Oz at that time so I am not sure how my mind was 
able to eonger up sueh an evil being, but I did it. In the dream, I 
was ehased for quite some time and just as the wieked old lady 
eaught up to me and started speaking, I woke up. I had never 
been so seared in my entire life, whieh if the truth be told, had 
only been a matter of three or four years. 

It was about the same time that my parents took us to see the 
new Disney movie The 101 Dalmatians. We had been playing 
out in the baekyard, pieking fruit (possibly plums) off of a tree, 
when we were told that we all needed to eome in an have a bath 
before going to the movies. I ean’t remember it was a drive-in 
movie, but somehow I think it was. I also ean’t remember the 
movie itself All I know is that I eame home from that movie 
feeling very seared of Miss Deville, the evil lady who wanted to 
make a fur eoat out of puppies. I believe I had a nightmare that 
night and as far as I know, it may have been the nightmare about 
the witeh. 



The first Christmas that I can remember was also in the Marks’ 
House. Our living room was situated in the front left hand side 
of the first floor. We had a tree that seemed to be very large. To 
me it seemed to cover a good part of the living room. That 
Christmas, Ken received a bike and I got a sled. I have no idea 
what anyone else received. I guess I wasn’t paying much 
attention to what my sisters’ lives were like at that time. Most of 
my entire life was centered around me and my brother Ken. I 
remember a deep snow that year. It didn’t have to be very deep 
for me to remember a deep snow. I didn’t stand that far off of the 
ground at the time. But, it was deep as far as I was concerned. 
Our house was beside a field which had a bit of slop on it. We 
took my sled out into the snow and had a lot of fun. It is strange 
how I remember Idaho snow as fun, but I think of Oregon snow 
as just cold. I don’t think that I felt the cold so much as a small 
child. To this day, I like to look at snow from behind a window 
of a warm house, but I rarely feel the desire to go roll around in 
the stuff As a side note that has nothing to do with this story, I 
don’t seem to mind cold feet. As a teenager I would sometimes 
take the garbage out in the snow with my bare feet and even 
today, I somewhat enjoy collecting the newspaper off the snow 
covered front lawn with no shoes. But, as I said, that has nothing 
to do with this story. 

It was in Marks’ House that my older brother and sister first 
went off to school. In fact, it is a matter of record that that was 
my last permanent home I ever lived in (outside of my mission) 
in which I did not attend school while living there. I remember 
looking out the front room window as my sister went off to 
school in the morning. I didn’t understand what she did at school 



all day, but I knew it was something to do with a mueh larger 
world to whieh I did not yet belong. My world view at that time 
was bounded by what I eould see looking out of our front room 
window. One day, looking out that same window I saw some 
men in tmeks and other maehinery applying tar to the road. And, 
then I beheld what was up to that point in my life the most 
wonderful sight I had ever seen. A steam roller eame down the 
street and smashed that new laid tar into a smooth road. I was 
just amazed at the sight of a steam roller. The man who drove it 
was all dirty and looked as if he was having the most fun of 
anyone in the whole world. I didn’t dream of driving a 
steamroller though. That was something grown up did and I was 
just a ehild. I am not even sure at the time that I knew that 
ehildren and adults were of the same speeies. All I knew was 
that if I watehed for my sister to eome home from sehool, I 
would see many exeiting things just looking out of our front 
window. 

It was in the frozen waters of the Coeur d’Alene Lake that I first 
took swimming lessons. The water was so eold that I believe I 
eould have filled up an iee eube tray from the lake water, set the 
tray on the ground in the open air and the water would have 
turned to iee in a minute. I have no memory of getting wet 
beyond my ankles during that first set of lessons. I would go out 
and put a toe in the water and then turn around to look for a 
towel. There was a pottery house down by the lake that we used 
to visit. It was one of those plaees where the kids eould piek out 
an unfinished pieee of pottery and apply the glazes themselves. I 
ean’t remember if we ever bought any pottery ourselves, but if 
we did I assume it was my sister Bonnie Kay who did it. 



Not far from the lake, a little to the east was the eity softball 
fields where my mother played ball. We would go down there 
and wateh her play for a while and then just run off to play by 
ourselves. Behind the fields was a small hill ealled tubs Hill. We 
would elimb on the hill most every time we went down to the 
ball fields. I think in later years if my memory is still eorreet that 
some erime was eommitted on Tubbs Hill. It eould have been a 
kidnapping or a murder, but I am not very elear as to that 
memory. I may have just made that story up in my own mind, 
but it is an interesting point so I inelude it in this story. 

Our ehureh in Coeur d’Alene was an old white building with the 
steeple on the top of the building not on the side, like most of 
our modem LDS ehapels. I was most impressed by the round 
windows in the restrooms. These windows were on either side of 
the front door. The ehureh was aeross the street from a high 
sehool or junior eollege’s athletie field. The field was feneed all 
the way around it with barbwire mnning on around the top like 
at a prison. I think that it was this ehureh where Bonnie Kay and 
Ken were baptized. The font was under the floor of the stage. 

For some reason, I remember Ken’s baptism, but not my own. I 
was baptized in the new Stake building that had not been built at 
the time we still lived in Coeur d’Alene. 

It is funny what one remembers about being three and four years 
old. Life was tmly like a dream to me during those years. 
Everything was eentered around family and ehureh. I had started 
to expand my interests into the bigger world, but only as it was 
introdueed to me by my older brother and sister. Coeur d’Alene 



is like a long ago memory that eould have been someone else’s 
life as depieted in an old movie. Life really was simpler baek 
then for ehildren. 

Dalton Gardens 

Sometime before I turned five years old, and while we were still 
living in Mark's house, My parents eontraeted for a new house 
to be built a few miles north of the eity in a eommunity known 
as Dalton Gardens. The house was a yellow one story plus 
basement building that sat on a 1/2 aere of land. 11 was built by 
Bishop Morgan who lived on the property direetly eonneeted to 
the baekside of our own. In faet we share a eommon field with 
the Morgan who owned horses, ineluding one young untamed 
horse named Happy Ann. 

I remember visiting the worksite one day and Bishop Morgan 
asked if I wanted to witness the eompletion of the house. He 
then took a serewdriver and serewed in the metal pieee of a 
doorjamb. He then looked at me and said the house was 
finished. 

We soon moved in and the only real memory I have of that even 
was the fun of trying to get the piano to fit through the 
doorways. In the end, they had to saw off the eomer of one of 
the piano's arms to get it in. For years afterwards we had a piano 
with a sawed off eomer. 


I soon met the neighbors aeross the street. There name was 
Cabbage and the oldest ehild, Karen, was my age. We beeame 



close friends almost overnight and did most everything together, 
both at home and at school, until she had to start Catholic 
School and I had to continue on at the K through 8th grade 
Dalton garden's school. 

We lived in Dalton Gardens until halfway through my 4th grade 
school year. All of my remaining brothers and sisters were bom 
while we lived in that house. We had great times when our 
mother was in the hospital and our Grandmother Lougee came 
to take care of the family. I fought with my grandmother 
continually, but I believe it was mostly a game with me. I was 
already learning to be independent and to be a tease. I must have 
worn my grandmother out. 

I learned to ride a bicycle while living here. Our road in front 
was made of gravel and was oiled periodically, but was 
somewhat hard to learn to ride on. I first learned to ride my new 
bike in the horse field. One time I left my bike in the field and 
Happy Ann the horse got a rope tied around her neck caught in 
my bicycle somehow. She ran all over that field dragging my 
bike after her, bucking crazily trying to get the thing off of her 
rope. When it did become dislodged, it must have been still in 
one piece because I continued to ride it to school. 

In the middle of my fourth grade, my father was transferred to 
Prineville Oregon and we packed up and left in February 1967.1 
still remember Karen Cabbage standing outside of our car crying 
as we pulled out of the driveway. In recent years, I have made 
contact with Karen. She is a Northern Idaho real estate agent and 
is doing very well. She still has fond memories of the years we 



spent together, espeeially the aeeidents I suffered falling down a 
stair less one story opening into her newly build basement and 
being bit in the head by a Great Dane. 

Chapter Two Notes 

My mother wrote: Just a note of interest: When we moved to 
Coeur d'Alene we lived in the house on 5th street; moved to the 
house on the hill, moved to the eement house; then to Dreany's 
house (on LaCrosse Street); then to Marks' house, then to the 
house we build in Dalton Gardens - 6 houses in less than 10 
years and the last one we lived in for 5 years. 

We lived in the house on the hill when Bonnie and Ken took 
Wayne triek or treating in April and wondered why the 
neighbors didn't have treats for them. 

The mission Dolly was in was still the Northwestern States 
Mission. She served in Oregon before she went to Spokane. 
When we moved to Prineville we were part of the Northwestern 
States Mission also until the Bend Stake was ereated. 

My mother also wrote: She lived with us for two years and 
worked at Woolworth's where Bishop Young was the manager. 
She eame when we lived in the eement house and left just before 
David was bom. She she lived with us all the time we lived in 
Draney's house on LaCrosse Street. She must have been with us 
when Betty Rae was bom beeause she eame when we went to 
Montwell for a visit at the time she graduated from high sehool. 



Chapter Three: Doctors and Dentists 


Today, (4 June 2009) was my regularly seheduled dental 
appointment. I get my teeth eleaned every three months by 
Shannon. She has been my dental hygienist for at least the last 
ten years and she knows my mouth and teeth from the inside 
out. It always amazes me that when you are sitting in the dental 
ehair with your mouth wide open and two to three pieees of 
dental eleaning tools working on your teeth, the dentist or dental 
hygienist will always start asking you personal questions about 
your family. I had notieed Shannon’s new pieture of her dog on 
the wall and that started her off on a lot of questions about my 
pets. I did my best to say bright and witty things sueh as “Arg” 
and Urg.” I am not sure how mueh Shannon really followed my 
part of the eonversation, but she just went on talking as if I was 
really eommunieating with her. I got a small bit of bad news 
today when I learned that I had a small eavity that needed to be 
filled. I also made the big deeision to have my teeth 
straightened. 

I remember going to Dr. Allen in Prineville. He was partners 
with Dr. Say, the father of my good friend Erie Say of 4th grade 
merry-go-round jumping fame. Dr. Allen always seemed enjoy 
our family’s visits, maybe beeause there were so many Lougee 
ehildren to eharge for all in one afternoon. I believe that Dr. 
Allen is still in business after all these years. 

When I was younger, we eouldn’t afford braees for my teeth and 
so I have always had fairly erooked lower teeth. I remember 



once Dr. Allen decided to do something about the overcrowding 
of my lower teeth and so he took out one of my teeth to make 
room for the others. At the dentist today, Shannon was 
somewhat puzzled by the fact that she couldn’t figure out why I 
was missing a certain tooth down there. She asked me if I had 
ever had braces before because sometimes they will take that 
tooth out before they start to straighten the teeth. That set me 
thinking back to Dr. Allen and my over crowded mouth. 

When I was on my mission in Taiwan, the Mission President 
made us go to a Chinese dentist. That was a real scary 
experience. I couldn’t believe that any doctor trained outside of 
the US could be qualified to work on me. As it turned out, my 
teeth were fine and he didn’t have to drill. 

My dentists have all been fairly nice and competent people, but 
over the years I have consulted many doctors of varying quality. 
In fact my current physician is a real nut case who shouldn’t be 
practicing. I have determined never to go back to him, but I 
haven’t found a replacement yet. I will call him Dr. L because 
his name starts with an L and I couldn’t spell it even if I wanted 
to. Dr. L is a very sloppy dressed man with a full bushy 
scraggily beard. The last time that I saw him, he was dressed in 
dark wrinkled canvas pants, but his beard must have been 
shedding that day because his pants was heavily covered with 
little hair partials. He looked disgusting and I would have lost 
my lunch right then and there if I hadn’t came to the 
appointment fasting. 



Two years ago, Dr. L gave me a physieal and then sent me out to 
do my blood work. His offiee never ealled baek so I figured the 
blood work was okay. I went baek a year later, but this time I did 
the blood work before I saw him. Dr. L. looked at my 
eholesterol numbers and told me that I needed to go on medieine 
to lower my numbers. I asked him if I eould do something else 
besides taking another pill. He said that a year ago I had high 
numbers and I didn’t do anything about it on my own so now I 
needed to take the medieine. I said that I hadn’t even been told a 
year ago that there was a problem, but Dr. L didn’t want to listen 
to me. He gave me a preseription and sent me on my way. I took 
the pills for a eouple of months and hated them. I seemed to get 
restless legs at night while I was taking those pills. I went baek 
to Dr. L and told him about all the strange effeets that I was 
feeling sinee I was on that medieine, but he just kept on telling 
me that it was still the thing to do. But, just as he was walking 
out the door, I remember one more thing. I said, I think the 
medieine is giving me hives. I ean’t quit seratehing all day. All 
of a sudden he turns around and says in an irritated voiee, “Well 
why didn’t you tell me that in the first plaee?” I said that it 
didn’t seem all that important. Right then and there he deeided 
that I should stop the medieine immediately. Wait two weeks 
and then start another type of pills. I looked at his hair eovered 
pants and said good bye. I have been eating oatmeal every day, 
taking fish oil, and exereising. I have lost a few pounds too, but I 
haven’t gone baek to eheek my numbers. I guess I need to find a 
real doetor without a beard. 


My first doetor that I ean remember was not the doetor that 
delivered me in Kanab, but our family doetor in Idaho. His name 



was Doctor Wilson and he was the doctor who I think must have 
delivered all of my younger brothers and sisters. I have very 
early memories of visiting Doctor Wilson’s office. I have no idea 
what part of town it was in, but the office was situated right next 
to some kind of city park. The park was just a city block with 
grass and trees. We would all play outside while my mother was 
in with Doctor Wilson. I can’t imagine letting children play 
outside these days while their parent in the doctor’s office, but 
those were different times and we felt perfectly safe. 

I remember one day before I could read very well, my brother 
Ken and I were playing on the sidewalk in front of this park. I 
assume my mother was in with Doctor Wilson. There was a 
large public mail box on the sidewalk there which I may have 
touched or at least shown some interest in. Right then, Ken gave 
me a very strict warning about tampering with the US mail. He 
showed me right on the mail box the written warning that stated 
in no uncertain terms that it was a federal offense to tamper with 
the mail. Believe me, I stayed clear of the US mail after that. 

Doctor Wilson and I had a fairly regular relationship. When I 
was three, he cut my tonsils out. I have a somewhat murky 
memory of being in the hospital in a crib-like bed after that 
surgery. I saw Doctor Wilson again a few years later after I had 
fallen down the stair-less opening of Mr. Cabbages’ unfinished 
basement. My neighbor and best friend Karen Cabbage and I 
were playing in the Cabbages’ newly constructed living room. 
There was a non upright freezer in the room blocking the 
opening to their new basement stairs which had not been built 
yet. We were playing the just another stupid game of the kind we 



always played; this time we were playing “iee eream men” and 
were opening the freezer and pretending to seoop out different 
flavors of iee eream for eaeh other. To this day I have no idea 
what the purpose of the game was, but at the time I thought it 
was fun. Well, after awhile the front of the freezer was not good 
enough for us and this game so we deeided that we would 
squeeze behind the freezer and balanee ourselves on the thin six 
ineh area of flooring between the baek of the freezer and the 
open hole in the floor. I elearly remember balaneing myself 
behind the freezer one seeond and being earried up the ladder in 
Mr. Cabbage’s arms the next seeond. I had been knoeked out, 
but I ean’t say for how long. It was a good thing that the 
basement floor had not been poured yet and was just gravel. 
Karen said that my head missed hitting a nail by just an ineh. 
Well, this was just a long winded story to let you know, I visited 
Doetor Wilson that afternoon and was told that I would live, but 
should take it easy for the rest of that day. My mom and dad 
took me to the eounty fair and bought me a pieee of lemon pie 
with iee eream. 

The my two other most famous visits to see Doetor Wilson are 
stories that are told elsewhere in this book, but eaeh time had to 
do with putting stitehes in my head, the first time beeause of a 
dog bite and the seeond time beeause of playing on the fenee of 
a pig pen. I must have had other eneounters with Doetor Wilson, 
but these are the ones that still stiek in my mind. 

I was a relatively healthy kid. I seemed to stay out of the 
hospital during most of my youth. I did oeeasionally have to see 
a doetor beeause of a twisted ankle or slight fraetured foot bone. 



I lived through multiple bike wreeks with potential fatal 
prospeets, but eaeh time I walked away without any major 
injury. 

When I was 14 years old though, I was hospitalized beeause of 
an extremely bad pain in my stomaeh. This time I had not done 
anything stupid to eause myself any bodily harm, the pain just 
eame on without any rational eause. I was taken to the doetor 
and was given the verdiet of an infeeted appendix, and was then 
hurried up to the Prineville Memorial Hospital. Brother Fox, the 
father of my good friend David Fox helped my father give me a 
blessing there in my hospital bed. The nurse then prepped me for 
the surgery and the next thing I knew I woke up with a different 
kind of pain at the lower end of my stomaeh. I forget the name 
of the doetor who eut me up, but it seems to me that he had 
some kind of reputation for eutting people up. Anyway, my 
surgery was sueeessful and I mope around the house for a week 
or so and then gave up the quiet life and went out for a bike ride 
in protest of my doetor telling me to take it easy. 

My favorite Prineville doetor was always Doetor Thomas. He 
lived aeross the street from the LDS Chureh and was the father 
of my sehool friend Donna Thomas. I think I liked Doetor 
Thomas mostly beeause I liked Donna Thomas. However, 

Doetor Thomas in my mind was a good man and he had his 
offiees in the same building as Bishop Welker had his pharmaey. 
I guess if Doetor Thomas and Bishop Welker eould share an 
offiee, he must have been a good man. When I was preparing to 
get married, the State of Utah (the state in whieh I was being 
married) required a doetors eertifieate stating that I was in good 



health. It was Doctor Thomas who filled out that paperwork for 
me back in 1979. 

I cannot close this chapter without mentioning a couple of other 
doctor who have made a difference in the lives of our family. 

The first is Doctor Williams, who I first knew as just plain Bruce 
Williams. He attended my high school seminary class for a 
while when he was investigating the LDS Church. He is also a 
very close friend of my brother Ken. Doctor Williams was my 
father’s doctor for many years before he passed away. I believe 
my father and Doctor Williams had a very special relationship 
and it was very hard on Bruce to watch my father suffer. 

The last doctor I want to mention is our own Doctor/LT. Colonel 
Doug Lougee’. Doctor Doug has unselfishly given of his 
medical knowledge to my entire family. He is probably the most 
conscientious doctor I know. Many is the time that I have just 
talked with him about things in my life that needed improving 
and he has always given me the best answers. I know he likes 
working with children, but I feel he would have made a 
tremendous psychiatrist. I remember one walk I took with him 
down near the cannel in Georgetown years ago when I was 
obsessing over something that was causing me great anguish, 
but in fact was of little consequence. Doug listened to me told 
me stories and made me laugh. He didn’t cure me, but then 
again, he is not a miracle man, he is just a doctor. 


Chapter Three Notes 



My mother wrote: This was a great ehapter. The doetor who 
took your appendix out was Dr. Sherman (I think or was it Dr. 
Sherwin). Anyway, he was who we went to until he retired after 
we moved to Prineville. Dr. Wilson delivered Gary, Betty Rae, 
David, Douglas and Cheri Ann. Gary was the first baby he had 
lost to death. He sent me a plant when eaeh baby was bom. 

Right after the plant was delivered for Gary, Dr. Wilson eame in 
and told me that Gary had died (they had taken him to Spokane). 
I told him thank you for the plant. He said, "You need something 
to wateh grow." Gary's plant is the only one that has survived the 
years. The other plants that he gave me for the births of the other 
ehildren all died within a year or less but Gary's kept living and I 
still have it after more than 50 years. 

Dr. Wood was the doetor that had a reputation of being a eutting 
doetor. He is the one that took Douglas' tonsils out. 

I never knew how the fall down Cabbage's basement happened 
until now. Love, Mom 


Chapter Four: My Early Primary Years 

I don’t remember a lot regarding my early years in Primary. For 
those readers not familiar with the LDS Chureh, the Primary is 
the Chureh’s organization for boys and girls ages 1.5 to 12 years 
old. The Primary ehildren of today meet every Sunday for two 
hours and are instmeted on Gospel topies. It is divided into 
Junior and Senior Primary with the younger ehildren in the 
Junior Primary. But, when I first went to Primary, we met on 



Thursday afternoons after sehool was out. At first there were not 
two divisions, all ages attended together. 


One of my most powerful memories of Primary was the week 
our Primary in Idaho split into Junior and Senior Primaries. I 
was plaeed in the oldest elass in the Junior Primary, a faet whieh 
almost broke my heart. I was devastated being left behind when 
all of the older ehildren whom I wanted to be with all were taken 
away into the new Senior Primary. I just sat on the baek beneh 
and pouted. Everything relating to the Junior Primary was all 
“baby stuff’ and I wanted out of it. That day, we were all taught 
a new song that went this way. “I have a little task to do; a little 

(some thing some thing.) Before the day is through.” I 

thought that was the dumbest song and I went home and told 
everyone how I felt about it. I must have managed to survive 
beeause eventually I did move out of the Junior Primary. 

Another Primary story I have from my Idaho years happened on 
a Primary day in whieh I had to stay home siek. I had just 
reeeived my very first pet that was just mine and not the rest of 
the family’s. It was a very small green turtle that I kept in a 
small bowl. That day, someone wanted to borrow my turtle to 
help with a Primary lesson in some way. I had a very bad feeling 
that something would happen to my turtle if I let it go, but I was 
just a ehild and adults seem to make most of the big deeisions in 
a ehild’s world. The turtle went to Primary alive and returned 
home dead. Some other ehild had stuek a stiek in it and killed it. 
My brother and sister helped me hold a small eeremony by the 
flower beds on the north side of the house and then we buried 
my turtle. I never understood that episode of my life. The turtle 




just came home dead and no one ever apologized or offered to 
replace my turtle. It took time, but I think I am now over the 
trauma of that event. I am still very much a turtle fan and would 
love to raise turtles if they were not so much work. I would love 
to live in Arizona where I hear you can adopt the large desert 
tortoises to live in your back yard. That would be a dream come 
true for me. 

Back to Primary, for most of my early years my mother worked 
in the Primary. Much of the time when we were in Idaho, she 
was in the Stake Primary Presidency and we would get to travel 
around the area attending all the other Primaries. I really 
enjoyed those experiences. Because Primary day was always a 
busy afternoon, our mother always cooked a certain potato stew 
for Thursday nights. I guess it was an easy meal to prepare when 
one didn’t have all the time to prepare other dishes. That 
particular stew was know in our house as “Primary Soup” even 
years later after none of us were in Primary. 

As an 8 year old Primary child, I was prepared for baptism. 
Shortly after I turned 8 I was interviewed for baptism by my 
Bishop, Bishop Morgan, who was also our backyard neighbor. 
My father then baptized me on a weekday evening at our new 
church which my father had helped construct. I do not remember 
my actual baptism, but I have a very strong memory of the car 
ride to the baptism. We all got into the family station wagon and 
I rode in the very back behind the back seat. 


Chapter Four Notes 



My mother wrote: I do not remember the reason for the turtle to 
go to Primary and I don't remember who killed it but I do 
remember the hurt we all felt about it and how bad we felt for 
our little soft-hearted boy who had lost his pet. 

As far as going to other Primary meetings, when I was Primary 
President of the Coeur d'Alene Ward, we had three Primary 
meetings eaeh week for our ward members - there was the main 
one in Coeur d'Alene; one held in a home in Post Falls and 
another one in Rathdrum. Later when I was in the stake Primary 
we traveled to Bonners Ferry, St. Maries, Sandpoint, Kellogg, 
and Wallaee to their ward Primary meetings. 

One time while visiting in Bonners Ferry, Betty Rae got her 
finger eaught in the ear door. It was hurt pretty bad. One of the 
ladies wanted to give her an Aspirin to help with the pain. She 
made a fuss about not taking it and had to remind me that she 
was allergie to Aspirin It is easy for mothers to forget some 
things when their ehild is hurting. 

Primary soup eould eook while we were at Primary. That way 
supper would be ready when we got home. We usually had Jell- 
O on those nights also (it eould be made a head of time also) 

My brother Doug wrote: I don't know if you want to add this but 
there is another side to this story. Your story takes plaee during 
the turtle eraze. Unfortunately, turtles invariably earry 
salmonella whieh ean eause more than just the runs - it eauses 
severe and sometimes fatal infeetions in young ehildren (like 
meningitis). In 1975, there was national legislation that stopped 



the sale of turtles less than 4 inehes in pet stores. Aeeording to 
the Center for Disease Control, this law has prevented about 
100,000 eases of salmonella annually sinee then. Probably 
doesn't make you feel any better, but our home was probably 
safer for us after your turtle's untimely demise. 

My brother Ken wrote: I remember the turtle and the funeral 
whieh we held. I also remember going to the other primaries. 

In faet it was on a day when we went to Bonner's Ferry that I fell 
off the horse and broke my arm. Not a lot of funny stories 
there. I do remember primary soup whieh is one of my favorite 
meals—though by other names. 

It is Wayne's story but my earliest memory is when he was 
bom. Dad took Bonnie and me to the hospital in his big tmek. 
He held us up to the window to see the baby. Later we went into 
a small reeeption area and they gave us eandy in saerament 
eups. KDL 

Chapter Five: Memories of 830 Crest 
Drive 

I remember very well the day my family arrived in Prineville, 
Oregon in 1967. We had moved from Northern Idaho and were 
starting over in a new sehool, house, and eommunity. After a 
week or two in the Blue Star Motel on 3rd Street where my 
brothers and sisters terrorized the other paying guests, we moved 
into our new house on the eomer of Crest Drive and Allen 
Avenue. The address was 830 Crest Drive. We made a little 
family joke about that address whieh went like this: “We live at 



bus time tooth paste drive.” For those who do not understand the 
joke our sehool bus eame at 8:30 am and growing up we always 
used Crest tooth paste to brush our teeth, therefore “bus time 
tooth paste drive.” 

This house was and still is situated at the beginning of Crest 
Drive in the Prineville neighborhood known loeally as “The 
Heights” beeause it sat on the top of a small hill over looking the 
more traditional part of the town. At one time, this was the more 
fashionable part of the eity, but it has sinee lost that elaim to 
fame even though it is still a good plaee to live. 

Our next door neighbor was Mrs. Glover, my prineipal at 
Crooked River Elementary Sehool. Aeross Allen Avenue on the 
other side of our house was Seott Boyd’s house. Seott was and 
may still be a good friend of my brother Ken. Later, after we had 
moved a few bloeks away to a plaee on Oehoeo Drive, the 
Johnsons moved into the house just aeross the street from 
number 830 Crest Drive. This was a family of boys, one of 
whieh was my age and another a good friend of my brother 
Doug. 

Just up Allen Avenue behind our house lived the Ontkos. Mr. 
Ontko worked with my dad and Steve Ontko was one of my off 
and on friends. I remember that Mr. Ontko had written a series 
of historieal novels ealled “Thunder Over the Oehoeos.” Seott 
Boyd and the Ontko boys figure in a few of my humorous 
stories that took plaee while we lived on Crest Drive. 



When we moved into our new house on Crest Drive, the first 
thing I remember was finding out that normal televisions did not 
work in this town. The Welkers, who by the way use to own our 
house, lent us a TV that eould reeeive the Prineville type of TV 
signals. It wasn’t until mueh later that I understood that in Idaho 
we had reeeived UHF TV signals and in Prineville the signals 
were VHP whieh did not work with the older TV models 
without an adapter box. Our Prineville TV was really Portland 
TV that was relayed over the mountains via VHP signals. 

Another of my first memories of this house is that of following 
my father around behind the lawn mower as he mowed the 
grass. For some reason, I eannot remember my father mowing 
the grass in Idaho, though I know he must have done many 
times. Several of us would just follow behind our dad keeping 
inside of the eurrent row that he was mowing. It really didn’t 
take mueh to entertain us baek then. 

Fireeraekers and Smoke Bombs 

One day when we were still living on Crest Drive, we were all 
playing in the street in front of Seott Boyd’s house. Someone, 
possibly Seott Boyd, has purehased some fireeraekers and 
smoke bombs and we were all out in the street setting them off I 
figure that it was Seott who had bought the fireeraekers beeause 
to my knowledge we never were allowed to buy sueh things. 

Ken and Seott were the only ones really lighting the matehes 
and setting the fireeraekers off, but the rest of us were right there 
in the midst of the aetion. Someone lit off a smoke bomb, one of 



those that we used to eall a eherry bomb, right in front of my 
faee. It was probably my own fault beeause I had a habit of 
stieking my faee into situations that were none of my business, 
but in any event, the eherry bomb went off full blast within a 
eouple of inehes of my nose. I remember very well the ehoking 
sensation that eame over me and I knew I was within minutes of 
dying if I did not get medieal attention immediately. 

As I sereamed out for help, Seott Boyd eame over and told me 
that there was just one antidote from euring someone who had 
breathed in smoke bomb smoke. He said that I must get into the 
house immediately and drink 12 glasses of water if I wanted to 
live. I felt a wave of relief as I ran into the house now knowing 
that I eould live if I eould just get down those 12 glasses of 
water. I got a regular drinking glass down from the eupboard and 
started drinking. 

I drank one glass after another, but by the time I had put down 
my 7th or 8th glass, I found that my stomaeh eould not hold one 
more drop of water. I was at the point that if I tried to take 
another swallow I would have lost the entire eontents of my 
stomaeh. 

Disappointed and somewhat seared, I went baek outside and 
informed Seott that I eould only foree 7 or 8 glasses of water 
down my throat. Realizing that I was still in fear of dying, Seott 
asked if I had drank large glasses or small glasses of water. 

When I told him I had drank large glasses, he quiekly replied, 
“Well, that alright then beeause you only needed to drink 12 



small glasses of water to live.” And, Seott Boyd was absolutely 
eorreet, I did live. 

Bieyeles and Water Hoses 

Allen Avenue was a very aetive playground around that time. 

We were very often out in the street playing or riding our 
bieyeles. One day as I zipped up and down Allen Avenue on my 
bieyele, I passed the Ontko’s house on several oeeasions. John 
Ontko, who was my age and his brother who was one or two 
years older than me, were out in the yard playing with a garden 
hose. They may have been washing a ear or watering the grass at 
the time, but I really didn’t pay mueh attention to them until the 
last time I sped past their house. John Ontko took the hose as I 
went by and tried to shoot the water direetly at me. I put on extra 
speed and swerved my bike expertly to miss the spray of water. I 
was so proud of my bike handling skill and the faet that no water 
aetually touehed me that I turned my head baekwards faeing 
John Ontko as I sped down the street and yell, “Ha Ha, you 
missed me.” Almost at the exaet moment that I finished saying 
the word “me” the front wheel of my speeding bike eame to an 
abrupt stop as it eollided with a telephone pole. I took a very 
painful spill onto the pavement. The aeeident had jolted me 
quite a bit, but that didn’t hurt me as mueh as my poor ego was 
hurt. The Ontko were laughing out loud at me, repeating my 
own words, “Ha Ha, you missed me.” 


Playing War 



One of our favorite outdoors games was playing war. We grew 
up on World War Two movies and loved to play as if we were 
solders sneaking around behind the lines. This was really just a 
variation on the ehild’s game of tag, but instead of tagging the 
other person we would point our finger or our toy gun at the 
enemy and say, “Bang Bang, your dead.” The enemy was 
supposed to willingly admit that they were shot and then would 
sit out of the rest of the game. 

One day, my brothers David and Doug deeided that they would 
like to play war against only me. I don’t know where all of the 
other kids were, but we three were the only ones outside that 
day. David and Doug were on one team and I made up the other 
team. They most likely started in the front yard, while I started 
out in the baek yard. On Crest Drive, there was an unpaved alley 
whieh ran behind our house and there was a niee elimbing tree 
just inside of our baek fenee over hanging the alley. At the start 
of our game, I elimbed that tree and just sat on the limb waiting 
for the enemy to arrive. 

David and Doug had split up in their efforts to loeate me and 
after awhile one of them eame wondering by the baek alley. As 
he walked under the braneh I was setting on, I jumped down and 
eaptured him without firing any bullets. I told him that if he 
would join my side and go and fight his former partner, then I 
would let him live. This arrangement was eagerly agreed to and 
my new reeruit went out looking for his brother. I elimbed baek 
up into my tree and just waited to see what would happen next. 



Well, what happened next was my other brother eame sneaking 
along the baek alley right under my braneh. Thinking that this 
was my lueky day, I dropped to the ground and eaptured him 
too. Making the same deal I had just made with his brother I sent 
this other soldier out to fight my enemies. For the rest of the 
game, I sat up in my tree and wateh my two brothers sneak 
around trying to win my war for me. That was the easiest war I 
ever won. 

Chapter Five Notes 

None so far. 


Chapter Six: Crooked River Grade 
School 

In February of 1967 when my family moved to Prineville 
Oregon, I was in the middle of the 4th grade. I was at an age at 
whieh I really did not understand the larger world that I lived in. 
My world view was extremely small and for some unknown 
reason I didn’t need to make sense out why things in my world 
happened the way they did. I just took events one day at a time 
and aeeepted anything that happened as if it were normal, even 
if it should have seemed outrageous to me. 

On my first day of sehool in Prineville, my mother droved us 
down to Oehoeo Grade Sehool down on the Madras Highway, 
just beyond the “Y” where 3rd street divides into the Bend- 
Redmond Highway and the Madras Highway. My brothers and 
sisters all stay in the ear while our mother went in to the sehool. 



I had no idea what she was doing in there, but again I don’t 
think I even eared. I probably was passing the time trying to 
make one of my sisters lives just a bit more miserable beeause 
that was the sort of aetivity that gave me the most pleasure in 
those days. 

After a while our mother eame out of the sehool and said that we 
eouldn’t enroll at Oehoeo Grade Sehool beeause we lived in the 
Crooked River Grade Sehool boundaries. I didn’t know it at the 
time, but fortune shined on me that day. I had just been saved 
from the life of failure and dishonor that awaits graduates of 
Oehoeo Grade Sehool. I time I learned to loath and hate every 
thing assoeiated with that institution of lower learning that 
produeed sueh seholars as the Gerkes and the Gilletts. These 
were infamous Oehoeo athleties whom I would not really get to 
know until Junior High, however, everyone in Crooked River 
Grade Sehool still knew of their existenee and feared their 
legionary athletie skills. 

I am proud to have attended Crooked River Grade Sehool and to 
have been one of its more esteemed alumni. I look upon this 
institution as fondly as most people regard their own eollege or 
university. To be from Crooked River in general sense has 
partially defined me as who I am and where I eome from. I am 
not merely an Oregon Duek or a Crook County Cowboy, I am a 
Cooked River Grade Sehool alumni. 

Crooked River had its own heroes, both good and bad. We all 
knew who they were and respeeted them beeause of the honor 
they had attained. One of the first heroes I remember was Erie 



Say. He was famous not only for his sporty looking purple 
windbreaker, but also beeause he was revered as the best merry- 
go-round jumper in the 4th grade. 

To be a merry-go-round jumper was to live a life of danger and 
exeitement. Erie would wait until the playground merry-go- 
round was spinning as fast as it eould go and then would eharge 
the merry-go-round at top speed and leap upon it, sometimes 
just hanging by one hand while the rest of his body was flung 
out into spaee. This was truly something to behold. He laeked 
the fear of death and destruetion that is installed in the normal 
ten year old. This awesome skill and display of nerves has 
stayed with me over these years. 

Even years later when I happened to piek Erie up as a hitehhiker 
on a Caseade mountain pass and realized his life eould have 
been deseribed as a failure, I still felt a swelling in my heart for 
this fearless merry-go-round jumper from Crooked River Grade 
Sehool. 

Crooked River Grade Sehool had its share of bullies. My sehool 
in faet represented everything one eould find in the larger real 
world. We had good teaehers and students as well as the bad. 
One day in the spring of 1967,1 was watehing the four square 
matehes outside on the playground. It was reeess and four 
square was the game of ehoiee at our sehool. I ean’t remember 
what led up to this ineident, but I ean’t rule out some stupid 
eomment on my behalf, but as I stood there by the four square 
eourts the older Winitzky boy, brother to Warren Winitzky who 
was my age, pieked me up by plaeing his hands around my neek 



and squeezed me. I remember panieking for a brief moment and 
then losing total eonseienee. 


This was not the first time that I had blaeked out. The first time 
was when I feel one story into a neighbor’s unfinished basement 
in Idaho. But, this was still a relatively new experienee and I 
went home and told my mother. At that time we were living 
right next door to my prineipal Mrs. Glover and so I was made 
to go over to her house and repeat the story. My mother was 
outraged and Mrs. Glover was outraged and I just wanted to 
drop the subjeet and get on with my life. I never heard what 
steps Mrs. Glover took in regard to dealing with the Winitzky 
boy. The whole event was over in my mind after I walked out of 
my prineipal’s living room. 

As a funny side note to this last story, it so happened that the 
Lougees, Mrs. Glover and the Winitzkys all lived on the same 
street. Crest Drive. 

My 4th grade teaehers were kind of different. I wasn’t very 
edueated in the ways of the world at ten years of age, but 
looking baek on the events of my first two teaehers at Crooked 
River Grade Sehool, I would guess that they were probably gay, 
but that was a eoneept that I would even begin to understand 
until I was out of high sehool. I ean’t remember their names at 
this point in time, but they always wanted to eombine their 
elasses so that they eould teaeh both elasses together. I didn’t 
bother them and therefore they didn’t bother me. My grades 
were average and I had little knowledge as to what an edueation 
eould do for me. I remember elearly getting out of sehool on the 



last day of 4th grade. I came out of the school door and jumped 
off of the cement porch in stead of using the steps. I was happy 
because I had an entire summer ahead of me and I hadn’t used 
up one day of it yet. 

The summer of 1967 was the City of Prineville Centennial. 
Barney Prine and Monrow Hodges had first settled my adopted 
hometown in 1867.1 never thought they knew what they were 
doing as that they found a town where the main street was called 
3rd Street and Main Street was the main street at all and First 
Street was shady back street little deserving the name of 1st 
Street. That year, the town had erected an old western town on 
an empty lot across the street from the Pioneer Park on 3rd 
Street. Lots of the men in town took to growing beards and 
wearing western clothing, some even carrying guns in holsters. I 
remember asking my dad, who had just become our church’s 
Branch President, why he didn’t grow a beard too. We were 
never satisfied with our Dad’s reply that he didn’t want to grow 
one. 

During the town’s festivities, they even held mock hangings. I 
heard that one of the people that took part in the hangings was 
almost hanged by accident. I never knew if this was true, but 
that is what someone had told me. 

In the 5th grade I had Mrs. Chalfant for home room, but I had 
Mr. Dunn for literature. (In researching this story today, I found 
out that Mrs. Chalfant’s given name was Alta. I found an article 
on the internet that stated that she retired from teaching one or 
two years after my 5th grade.) 



Mrs. Chalfant was a kind old lady. She always called me her 
map boy because I loved maps so much. But, it was in Mr. 
Dunn’s class where I found out that I loved literature. That year, 
Mr. Dunn read “Huckleberry Finn” to his English class. I had 
not thought of my self as a great reader of fiction, but I knew I 
enjoyed the stories of Tom Sawyer and Huck Finn. They were 
just like the kind of boy I had always wanted to be. 

Mr. Dunn that year also publicly reprimanded Bob Robertson in 
front of the whole class because Bob had been caught physically 
pushing me around on the playground. I wanted to be popular 
with the tough kids, but always ended up becoming their victim. 

During my 5th grade, the 1968 elections were held. I 
remembered the 1964 elections because I knew my parents were 
dissatisfied with the results. My family came from strong 
Republican Party roots and Democrats by my understanding of 
things were little more than American Communists. We were 
still very much afraid of Communism in the 60 ’s. That was the 
reason we were fighting the Vietnam War. In 68 when Nixon ran 
against Humphrey, I was absolutely certain in my mind that Mr. 
Humphrey was a bad man and would ruin our nation. I had no 
concept of what it meant to ruin a nation, but it was a very scary 
things to imagine. 

The day after the election in which Mr. Nixon won, my good 
friend Darrel Steele told me his mother had voted for Humphrey. 
I stood there with my mouth wide open in disbelief I could not 
believe that a family so closely associated with my own could 



have voted for a Demoerat. Without thinking that I might 
embarrass or hurt his feelings, I blurted out, “But Humphrey is a 
Communist isn’t he.” This was my first and probably last 
venture into polities. Later in life I found that I was a mueh 
happier person if I left all polities alone. To this day, I have 
never told anyone inside or outside of my family who I have 
voted for. 

Sixth grade was a renaissanee year for me. It was this year that I 
finally understood that I had some degree of intelligenee and 
eould do well in sehool. That year I gained a greater 
understanding of the larger world in terms of art, literature and 
even sports. This was the year that I finally began to form real 
friendships, though not so mueh with the girls as you will later 
see. 

My 6th grade home room teaeher was Mr. Pimentel. Looking 
baek on all of my years of sehool, I still maintain that Mr. 
Pimentel was my very best teaeher. He made learning fun and 
gave me eonfidenee in my self to do well aeademieally. That 
year I remember that he read “Chitty Chitty Bang Bang” to us. 
We were all impressed when he told us that that book was 
written by the same may who had written the James Bond 
stories. 

Sixth grade was also my first and last attempt at running for 
sehool offiee. I ran against a girl named Neala Ford for elass 
president. Neala ran under the slogan of “Ford has a better idea” 
whieh was a rip-off of a eurrent Ford automobile advertisement. 
That year I had somehow gained the niekname of Luigi and my 



slogan was “Luigi makes better pizza.” My eampaign manager 
was my friend Wayne Breese who lived on the Breese eattle 
farm on the way to the Oehoeo Reservoir. To this day, I have no 
idea why I thought that being a pizza maker would make me a 
better elass president. The faet of the matter was that I had never 
made a pizza in my life and had yet to even taste a real pizza 
parlor pizza. We had all ate the Chef-Boy-R-Dee pizza, but 
everyone knew that they were not the real thing. My dad had 
had a pizza when he was baek east in the navy so he knew what 
a real pizza was like. In any event, I eouldn’t make pizzas and I 
lost the eleetion by one vote. 

It was in 6th grade that I remember really wanting to beeome an 
artist. We used to have an art period onee in awhile where we 
would go outside and draw trees and ears. I never drew ears like 
the other boys. I mainly developed my landseape skills. I also 
started my eareer as an athlete that year. 

During the elass indoor field eompetition, I won the boys 600 
yard raee. Neala Ford was the fastest girl in the elass, but 
everyone bet on Charlie Beatty to win the boys raee. I think I 
was more surprised than anyone when I pulled ahead and 
erossed the finish line first. Up until then, no one had ever 
thought of me as a runner, let along an athlete of any kind. 

During my last year at Crooked River Grade Sehool my 
literature teaeher was my Sheridan, a fairly mean teaeher who 
lived near the end of Oehoeo Drive, down by the hospital. He 
had assigned the elass to read a book one month and then write a 
book report. I was not yet the reader that I am today and quite 



frankly was scared that I could not actually read a thick book. As 
a matter of fact, for some reason I didn’t quite read beyond the 
first page of the book. So, when it came to writing the book 
report, I couldn’t describe any events from the book beyond 
what had taken place on the first page. 

In my report I carefully laid out the entire plot of what happened 
on page one and then very smartly added the following 
statement, “If you want to know what happens next, you will 
have to read the book for your self” Mr. Sheridan was quite 
upset with this report and confronted me in class. He told me 
that he didn’t think that I had read the book, but I lied very 
unconvincingly that I had read it. We stared at each other for 
what seemed like ten minutes and finally he walked away and 
never raised the topic again. I knew right then that I was not a 
very good liar and I had better figure out an easier way to get 
through school because I couldn’t succeed with such a poor 
ability to lie. To the best of my knowledge I never again told 
such an outlandish lie to a teacher again. 

Mr. Sheridan and I tangled again on another occasion. In history 
class I sat near the back of the room. Mr. Sheridan had a habit of 
throwing tennis balls at students who acted up or talked during 
his lessons. One day, Ron Casey who was sitting beside me said 
or did something that made Mr. Sheridan angry. Looking around 
for a tennis ball and not finding one, Mr. Sheridan picked up a 
very thick history book and sent it sailing across the room. It 
was a very nice throw, but it missed its mark hitting me square 
in the forehead. Again I went home and told my mother and she 
talked to Mrs. Glover the principal. I never knew what really 



happened to Mr. Sheridan, but I believe he was not teaehing at 
Crooked River the next year. 

All of the Crook County Oregon grade sehools partieipated in a 
6th grade eamp up in the Caseade Mountains. There were two 
events I remember about that eamp. The first was that my dad 
had been working up that direetion during the week and stopped 
by to say hello to me. We walked around and talked for about 30 
minutes and then my dad had to go baek to work. I was the only 
kid who reeeived a visitor at eamp. I am not sure whether that 
was an honor or whether that just made me stiek out as being 
different from the rest of the kids. The other event was on the 
bus ride home. Being the last person to get on to the bus, I found 
that there was only one empty seat and that seat was right next 
to a girl. Her name was Terry Radford and I didn’t want to sit 
with her. I didn’t want to sit with any girl not just Terry. In faet I 
didn’t have anything against Terry; I just didn’t want to sit with 
a girl. I had to sit down beeause the bus was ready to leave. And, 
then I did something that I knew I would regret for many years 
to follow. I started erying. The tears just rolled down my faee 
and everyone was watehing. To this day I am still embarrassed 
when I reeall that bus ride. 

I was in the 6th grade when I learned my first real bad swear 
word, but as it turned out, I didn’t learn it too well. I was 
walking home from sehool with two of my friends. Our path 
took us past the swimming pool and through Oehoeo Creek 
Park. As we erossed the wooden bridge over the ereek, we all 
notieed that a swear word had been written on the bridge. I will 
not write the aetual word here in my story, but it started with an 



F and had three other letters that followed after, just like this 
One of my friends turned to me and pronouneed the 
word out loud. He then asked whether we all knew what it 
meant. My other friend insisted that he knew, but he didn’t 
elaborate on the meaning. They both then looked at me and 
asked me again if I knew what it meant. Of eourse I told them 
that I did, not really knowing what else to say. Luekily they 
didn’t ask any further questions so I didn’t have to provide them 
with anymore lies. At the time, I had a suspieion that maybe the 
word had something to do with passing gas, but I really wasn’t 
sure. 

I had a very sheltered ehildhood and I am very thankful that I 
did. I eannot imagine being a ehild living in the “adult” world 
like many ehildren of today do. My ehildhood was a magie time 
in whieh I believe the world was still good. Besides the bullies 
at sehool, there was nothing that was so terrible that mom and 
dad eould not fix them. As for swearing, I never felt the urge to 
use bad language. I hear it around me daily and ean never 
understand why it is sueh a popular habit. Swearing really does 
not make a person sound very smart or professional. 

Chapter Six Notes 

My brother Doug wrote: These bring baek a lot of memories for 
me of the old Crooked River Grade sehool playground life. 

One story eombines the theme of being knoeked out and merry 
ground jumping. I was never a merry go round jumper, I mostly 
was a pusher on the inside of the merry go round, one day I was 



standing near it daydreaming when Dobbs (yes that was his 
name) Pressley jumped the merry go round. He was a James 
Dean-like eharaeter who eoolly found away around the teaeher's 
rules against merry go round jumping. 

Anyhow, he jumped it with me standing there daydreaming and 
his feet eame around and knoeked my legs out from under me 
and I went straight over and hit my head on that hard blaek top. 

I woke up when I was being earried inside. 

They put me on the bed in nurse's offiee and I went out again. 
Next thing i knew, Mom was pieking me up. Guess what was 
most embarrassing? While I was on the bed, I wet it, and I was 
worried I would be in trouble. 

Now, if something like that happened, they would eall 911 and 
rush a the kid off to get their head seanned. I sometimes wonder 
if I had had a seizure or something and that is why I wet the bed. 

The other time when urine nearly got me in trouble was in first 
grade. I got to sehool early and was afraid that if I went inside 
to go to the bathroom I would get in trouble, so I just took a pee 
on the side of the Gym building. I don't know why I thought 
that publie urination would be less likely to get me in trouble 
than going inside early, but it seemed like a good idea at the 
time. I tough kid two years older than me eame up and very 
kindly told me that it was OK to go in and use the bathroom in 
the morning. This boy grew up to be a talented shot putter on 
the high sehool team. I will never forget the kind way he treated 
me—one of a several tough on the outside but kind on the inside 



kids I had experiences with over the years. Some kids were just 
rotten all the way thru though. 


Again, from Doug: Here is another one for what it is worth... 

Mr. Forrest Dunn in Wayne's story was also David and my 
teacher. I had him for Fifth Grade and I still have his voice in 
my head. He was a gruff old gray haired World War II veteran 
who taught with what is now popularly called "moral clarity". 

He stimulated my mind with his love of books and history, but 
even the toughest kid respected his ability to swing a "hack" 
paddle. I remember one lesson in particular that he taught me 
that has stayed with me for life. It was a snowy day and I saw a 
commotion on the far side of the playground, over by the old 
bus bam. Somehow, a teenage girl who had been walking across 
the playground had been trapped by a howling mob of fifth 
grade boys. For some reason, unknown to me, she was up 
against the big old wooden back stop, and all the boys were 
pelting her with snowballs like a crazed firing squad. I am 
ashamed to say that I joined in. 

Mr. Dunn saw what was happening and came over and told us to 
knock it off He escorted the young woman off the playground. 
As I recall it in my adult mind's eye, I believe she was pregnant. 
He then sent all the boys to the class room. In the room, he gave 
us some pretty straight talk about a man's responsibility to never 
hurt a woman. He let us know in no uncertain terms that real 
men do not act this way towards women. 



Today, he would be regarded as old fashioned or even "sexist" 
but what he said made a deep impression on me. I believe it was 
then that I stopped beating up on my little sister and I have never 
stmek a woman sinee then. 

Mr. Pimentel was also one of my favorite teaehers. I only had 
him for PE elass, though. He was always eneouraging and had a 
profound effeet on my life. I reeently found a letter he had sent 
to me when I was in eollege eongratulating me on making the 
Dean's List or something like that. He also introdueed me to 
Traek and Field—I loved it from the start, the starting gun, the 
simple rules, hurdles ete seemed very exeiting to me. Mr. 
Pimentel was small and wiry and we said his name "Pimmintail" 
It wasn't until I was an adult when I realized he was Hispanie. 

I remember one day when we were doing the annual Presidential 
Fitness tests. We were lined up in the Crooked River Gym. One 
by one, Mr. Pimentel would eall us up to do pull ups. Like my 
brother David, I was good at pull ups, so I was looking forward 
to that ehallenge. 

Mr. Pimentel ealled out the name "Hodnett" and joked "Hodnett, 
I thought we were all out of them, I guess we still have a year's 
supply". Tom Hodnett stepped to the bar and we all eringed 
inside for him. He was the one kid who eould not do even one 
pull up. He would always struggle and turn red and then drop to 
the ground. Years later I saw Tom in Eriekson’s Groeery Store. It 
was about the time of my High Sehool graduation. Tom had quit 
sehool to go work in the woods. He sheepishly said Hi, and that 
he wished he had stuek it out and graduated with us. I have 



often wondered what happed to old Tom when the lumber 
industry imploded. 

When it was my turn, I jumped up and did my usual 8 pull-ups, 
one of the best marks in the elass. The boys were all blowing on 
their hands prior to jumping up and doing the pull-ups. Mr. 
Pimentel made me feel good by saying—"what are you guys all 
blowing on your hands for, look at Lougee-he's got the smallest 
hands in the elass and he just jumped up there without all that 
(Hand blowing)". It made me feel good beeause I was terrible at 
some things like the softball toss. Doug 

Chapter Seven: Sports 

In my mind, our family has not been known for our athletie 
abilities. Of eourse there are a few exeeptions to this rule. My 
brother Doug ran eross eountry for the University of Utah and 
my brother Ken managed the BYU laerosse team. On exeeption 
to the rule whieh needs mentioning is my grandmother Mower 
who at maybe 5 foot 1 or 2 beeame a Utah state high sehool 
basketball star. I also remember that she like to play tennis. 

Growing up, I never really was drawn to most sports with the 
exeeption of basketball. When we moved into the red house on 
Oehoeo Avenue and found that we had an exeellent basketball 
hoop and eourt on our baekyard driveway, I deeided that I would 
play basketball. 


Now, one of the elosest kept seeret is that I was never any good 
at basketball. I was good enough to make a few baskets under 



the rim and sometimes got lueky with an outside shot, but I 
never eould dribble the ball well and I would get too anxious in 
offieial game settings. However, I learned at a very early age 
that I eould bluff my way through life. I always told my brothers 
that I eould beat them at basketball, not beeause I eould beat 
them, but beeause I knew I eould make them believe that I eould 
beat them. Onee they believed that I eould beat them, I eould do 
anything I wanted against them on the eourt. Besides bluffing, I 
also developed a deep desire to just foree my way to the basket 
by sheer strength and not by aetual skill. I would play so hard 
that others just didn’t have the will to keep up. 

The fondest basketball game I ever played was against my 
grandmother Mower on our baekyard eourt. I like to think I let 
her win, but she played intensely for a grandmother. To this day 
I like to brag that as a teenager I was beaten by my grandmother. 
I remember having friends over just to play on our eourt. I took 
it upon myself to keep the eourt playable. I would have to sweep 
the driveway real elean before the games, but that eonerete eourt 
was really the best one in town. It was big enough to have good 
3 on 3 and even 4 on 4 games if a few of the players were little 
kids. 

When I was in 10th grade, I deeided to try out for the high 
sehool sophomore basketball team. I had no idea how to play 
real team basketball. My good friend Seott Winbum also tried 
out. His father had been a big high sehool star, but Seott 
inherited very little of his father’s talents. We both made the 
team but sat on the very end of the beneh most of the season. 



My 10th grade coach was named Mr. Shoji. He was of Japanese 
decent and had just married my 8th grade English teacher. Mr. 
Shoji’s number one sport was baseball. He was our high school 
varsity baseball coach, but he was also a very good basketball 
coach as well. In fact, as things turned out, he was probably a 
better coach than the varsity or junior varsity coach. The boys all 
liked Mr. Shoji because he was funny. He liked to have a good 
time and still work hard. I never thought that I could hurt so 
much after an evening of running lines, but I came home happy 
most of the time. 

Running lines was the last thing we did before the end of 
practice. The coach would make us start as one end of the court 
and run to the closest foul line and then back to the starting 
point, and then turn around and run to the half line and back to 
the starting point. After that the foul line at the other end and 
finally the whole length of the court. We had to do this at full 
speed and sometimes repeated the whole exercise if we didn’t 
run hard enough for the coach. 

Mr. Shoji’s teams won games. That season we won more games 
than the other two school teams. I started the season playing 
guard, but slowly Mr. Shoji let me play a few minutes as a 
forward. I wasn’t the tallest player on the team, but I could 
rebound better than some of the taller players and I could block 
the other team’s players away from the backboard to keep them 
from getting the rebound. 


I really enjoyed the rougher game under the backboard. The 
greatest honor I received that season was the fact that I finally 



became the team’s 3rd string center. Ron Gillett was our starting 
center. Pat Bunch was the 2nd string center. But, when those two 
were not in the game as centers, Mr. Shoji let me go in and take 
up space in the middle of the action. 

Many years later while playing church ball, which everyone 
knows is the roughest form of basketball known to man, my 
teammates were always surprised at the quality of play I would 
give them underneath the basket. I am not a large person and 
most people would think that I would do best outside with the 
guards, but my number one love has always been fighting with 
my elbows inside of the key. 


In 11th grade I made the junior varsity team. That year the coach 
was Mr. Cunningham. Mr. Cunningham was about the most 
popular teacher in the school. I had met him for the first time 
two years previously to my junior year. It was on my first day of 
9th grade. At that time 9th grade was part of junior high, not 
high school. Early that morning. My mother, my brother Ken, 
my sister Bonnie Kay and I had gone down behind the Pioneer 
Club (or the Club Pioneer as it has sometimes been called) to 
pick up Steve Starks for early morning seminary before school. 

It was my first day of seminary (EDS high school religious 
class) as well and so I was very excited. The Starks, Steve and 
his mother lived in one of a pair of houses behind the Pioneer. 

As we pulled up, we saw a man who had just moved into the 
other house outside trying to get his VW Beetle to start. Ken and 
I jumped out and gave his car a push start. It was later in the day 



when we learned that the man was the new English and 
literature teaeher at the high sehool. 


Mr. Cunningham knew basketball, but he seemed to be more 
interested in having a good time than he was serious about 
basketball. The varsity eoaeh was named Mr. Tingey. Mr. Tingey 
had eome to town the year before. He had been brought in to 
return the Crook County High Sehool basketball program 
around. Mr. Tingey had all kinds of new ideas and was going to 
work miraeles in the eommunity. 

However, everything went wrong that year. Mr. Tingey took his 
varsity team up to Canada to play some preseason games. While 
the team was up there, all of the players exeept a eouple of 2nd 
stringers went to a party had eonsumed aleohol. The eoaehes 
found out about the party and kieked the underage drinkers off 
of the team. The junior varsity also suffered beeause all of the 
1 St string players were then put on the varsity squad and my 
team brought up a buneh of players from the 10th grade team. 
That year, Mr. Cunningham did not have a ehanee of winning 
games. For that matter, the varsity also lost most of their games 
too. 

I was still a beneh warmer during my junior year. My best game 
eame at a late season away game in The Dalles, Oregon. We 
were playing a small high sehool there ealled Watonka. The 
game had been elose and Mr. Cunningham put me in late in the 
seeond half About the first time down the eourt I was passed the 
ball. I was quite a ways out, but I thought I might as well shoot 
beeause everyone else was shooting too. So I heaved the ball 



towards the basket and it went in. A few minutes later I made a 
lay up and then later another basket and a foul shot. I ended up 
with seven points that night whieh was my offieial high sehool 
reeord. I remember standing at the foul line just before making 
my seventh point. I turned to the beneh and yelled out to the 
team, “I’ve got six points!” They all made fun of how exeited I 
was that night. We won our game, but the varsity later lost their 
game. That night, I was the hero of the sehool beeause I had led 
my team to vietory. 

Between my junior and senior years, I attended a basketball 
eamp over in the “Valley” somewhere in the direetion of Salem, 
Oregon. The two Welker boys went with me to the eamp and we 
had a great week of basketball. 

Mr. Tingey was still eoaehing varsity during my senior year. We 
had better hopes for a good season that year. But, our hopes 
were very shortly dashed to pieees. We had only one sueeess 
that season. We play and beat Redmond High Sehool twiee that 
year in a season whieh Redmond made it all the way to the State 
AAA final game. Redmond found that they eould beat anyone in 
the whole state exeept for the tournament winner and Crook 
County High Sehool. We lost the rest of our games that season. 

After one away loss, I was walking down the road baek to our 
motel with George Gerke and Ron Gillett. George was real mad 
about the game. As we walked along in the dark, George said, 
“I’m so mad I am going to smoke.” I thought George was just 
making up a new expression about how mad he was. I didn’t 
think he was serious. The next minute I see George light up a 



cigarette. I didn’t even know he smoked let alone have a pack of 
cigarettes on his person. But, there George was walking along 
smoking a cigarette. I guess he really was mad enough to smoke. 

After high school, my basketball career continued on in the form 
of Church Ball, one of the roughest sports known to mankind. 
When I first lived in Maryland a group of my friends would 
meet every Saturday morning at 6 a.m. to play ball. We only lost 
one or two teams members because of broken bones. On our 
very first Saturday practice, my good friend and future bishop 
Eric Olsen broke his nose and had to have surgery. That team, 
which was very mean and aggressive, produced at least 5 
bishops and one stake president. 

Chapter Seven Notes 

My mother has added the following note: Maybe you were too 
young to remember that your mother played on the city softball 
teams in Coeur d'Alene. Our team was sponsored by Cy's Meats; 
on our shirts it said, "Cy's Meats are hard to beat". When we 
moved to Prineville we stopped at a motel in the Tri-Cities of 
Washington for the night. The next morning I went off and left 
my shirt hanging in the bathroom at the motel. It made me sad! 

Grandma Mower was also the star softball player in her high 
school. Grandpa said that if they gave girls scholarships for 
sports, she would have gotten one for her college years. 


Chapter Eight: Susie 



(The dog, not my cousin Susan) 


I still remember the day Susie came into our lives. (For that 
matter, I can also clearly remember the day that she departed 
from this existence.) I was four or five at the time and my 
brother, sisters, Karen Cabbage and I were all playing in our 
garage in Dalton Gardens. The garage door was open and a car 
pulled up to the front of our house. I believe the car was a 
station wagon, but that has nothing to do with this story. A man 
rolled down the car window and asked us whether or not we 
wanted a dog. 

We had just gone through a period of time without a family dog. 
Our previous dog was a black spaniel named Inky whom I can’t 
quite remember. The story goes that Inky had chocked to death 
on a deflated or popped balloon, but I have no memory of that 
event so I cannot confirm the truth of that story. 

The man in the station wagon truly had a dog to give away. I 
can’t remember if we asked our parents or if we just said that we 
would take the dog. In any event, the dog hopped out of the car 
and in to our lives. Her name was Susie. I think, but am not 
totally sure, that her name came with her and that it was not our 
family who had named her Susie. 

Susie was a small to medium sized mostly black dog of 
unknown (at least to me) origin. She was good tempered and 
seemed to take to our family quite easily. I don’t remember her 
as a constant barker, but then again, I really didn’t pay attention 
to such dog traits back then. 



For most of my growing years, Susie was just part of the 
seenery. She was always there and always part of my world, but 
I think I took her for granted more than I made her my speeial 
friend. At times, I ignored her to the point that I still have 
nightmares where I go into the garage one day and realize that 
Susie has been loek up in there for years without anyone 
remembering to feed her. 

As you ean tell from my dreams, there is a eertain amount of 
guilt attaehed to my relationship with Susie. I ean’t help but 
wonder if this is partly to blame on the faet that I was the one 
who finally dispateh Susie to the next world. I was at least 16 
and maybe even older beeause I know I had my driver’s lieense 
at the time that I killed my first vietim. Susie had been getting 
quite old not just in years, but in level of aetivity. She walked 
very slowly and would spend most of her days just laying 
around in some shady spot. 

On the day in question, I had been in a hurry to go somewhere in 
the family ear, whieh again turned out to be a station wagon. The 
ear was parked on the baek driveway of our Prineville home and 
I started up the ear and baeked out into the street. As I baeked 
out, I felt the ear go over something so I stopped to look at what 
I had hit. Susie had been sleeping in the shade behind the ear 
and I had killed her. 

As anyone with feeling for dogs will understand, and I freely 
admit to be sueh a person, I was devastated. I eouldn’t deal with 
the situation at all. My brother and father loaded Susie into the 



back of the truck and took her away. I have had many dogs since 
I dispatch Susie to a better world, but the one thing I learned 
from that experience was that I would never again take a family 
dog for granted. I have loved my dogs even when they turned 
out to be slightly crazy or paranoid. Family dogs can bring so 
much joy when treated with love. 

So, to the dog who came in one station wagon and left because 
of another station wagon, I say, “Susie, I love you and I am sorry 
for the times I didn’t act like I cared for you.” To this day, if as I 
am driving down the road and by accident happen to hit a 
squirrel or bird, I still feel that pang of remorse knowing that I 
have committed still another vehicular homicide. Killing really 
doesn’t get easier the more you do it. 

Chapter Eight Notes 

My mother wrote: This was kind of a sad chapter. It was a sad 
day when Susie died. 

I want to add a few details to this chapter. 

Inky was a pure bred black cocker that belonged to some friends 
in our ward. She had pups and we were given one of her pups. 
We named him Snoopy. We had two black cocker pups named 
Snoopy. One of them swallowed a balloon and died and the 
other ran off and never came back. 


Anyway, when these friends had to move they couldn't take Inky 
and they asked if we would like her. We were still living in 



Mark's House so this was near the time David was bom. We 
didn't have a dog so we took her. We had her for a eouple of 
years or so and then one winter she got pneumonia and the Vet 
eouldn't do anything to help her and so we had her put to sleep. 

Then I think it was on Ken's 7th birthday (June 7th 1962) that the 
people stopped and asked if we wanted a dog and we got Susie. 
She was an interesting dog. The kids eould play with her and 
everything but she would not let an adult near her for months. I 
think she had been abused. She was about two years old when 
we got her. She moved from northern Idaho to Prineville with 
us. She had a tooth that stuek out and gave her a look that people 
might have taken as mean and ferrous. One day she was out of 
the yard when we lived on Crest Drive and the dog eateher 
knoeked on our door and asked if that was our dog. I said yes 
and he asked if I would eateh her for him so he eould take her 
away. I told him no and got Susie baek in our yard. She was 
really a smart dog. One day after we moved to Oehoeo Ave. the 
kids wanted to eateh her for some reason and they were ehasing 
her around the house. I watehed the proeess. She would mn 
around a eomer and then peak baek around to see if they were 
still eoming. If she saw them, she ran to the next eomer and 
pieked baek around. She also eould elimb a wire fenee. 

By the time she died she had gotten old and she had lost her 
hearing. She didn't hear the ear start up. I know Wayne felt 
terrible to have mn over her but it was just an aeeident. It 
wouldn't have mattered who was driving it would still have 
happened. I guess it was just her time to go. 



She was a good dog! 


Chapter Nine: My recent trip 

(To Salt Lake City, May 2009) 

A week or so ago I had an oeeasion to travel to Salt Lake City 
for work. My two bosses and a eouple of my fellow workmates 
were to eome out with me, but I deeided to fly out a few days 
earlier to spend a few days with my older brother, the famous 
Salt Lake City lawyer and ambulanee ehaser. You know the one 
whose pieture is on the baek of the eurrent Salt Lake telephone 
book. So, I flew out on a Sunday while my friends flew on the 
following Tuesday. 

I spent most of Tuesday downtown attending the temple and 
talking with the Salt Lake City winos waiting for the train. That 
morning waiting for the north bound train, I met one young man 
who was very disappointed that I didn’t have a eigarette lighter 
as that he needed a eigarette real bad. There I was all dressed up 
like a Mormon missionary about to attend the temple and sitting 
in the middle of Mormonville (Sandy Utah) and a loeal eomes 
up and asks me for a lighter. I am not sure if I felt honored that 
he felt I was a friendly and approaehable person, or horrified 
that someone might have mistaken me for a smoking “Jaek 
Mormon.” I replied that I was just visiting the area and did not 
bring my lighter along for the trip. 

After attending the temple, I deeided to walk a bit. Following 
the train traeks, I went in seareh for a fast food plaee as that I 



had not eaten any thing so far that day. It was hot and I was 
getting pretty tied of walking without seeing any plaee to eat. I 
finally limped into the next train station, a faney term for what 
was no more than a bus stop with traeks, and sat down next to a 
very lively looking bum. I didn’t get his name, but I did learn his 
history. 

This fine man with mueh liquor on his breath told me straight 
out that he grew up in the 60’s in Berkley California. He said 
that he had the lugs of a 70 year old and the body of a 60 year 
old but was only 46. When he had work, he was a tree-ologist or 
something of that nature beeause he said he only worked with 
trees, not with plants. He said that he was going to live to be 90 
but I was never sure if that was referring to the age of his lungs, 
body or real age. He eomplained that he wanted a drink, but the 
Utah open bar law didn’t go into effeet until January. He had a 
free membership in a bar aeross town, but that was too far out of 
his way. When the train finally eame, I let him get into the first 
ear and I jumped into the following ear feeling that I needed a 
ehange in seenery. 

After I returned to my brother’s plaee, I deeided that I would 
stay for dinner in stead of meeting my workmates in town. I 
gave my boss a eall and learned that they had arrived and were 
just now getting their rental ear. I made plans to meet them at 
breakfast Wednesday morning in the Hotel. Looking baek on 
things, I guess I should have met them that night to guide them 
around town. You see, my one boss made the hotel reservations 
for all of us and not knowing Salt Lake booked a hotel around 
21st south and Redwood Road. 



From my childhood memories of family trips to Utah, I 
remembered this area as being on the wrong side of the tracks. 
As I learned later, they went up and down Redwood Road 
looking for a nice place to eat only to give up and return to the 
Dee’s restaurant in the hotel parking lot. I remember Dee’s as a 
child when it might have been a 2nd rate fast food place at best, 
but these days a Dee’s restaurant if you can even find one looks 
like a place that has never served up an eatable meal in the past 
10 years. Apparently, my boss, Marty, asked the server how the 
steaks were. She replied that she ate them sometimes herself, but 
only with a lot of catsup and A1 sauce or else it tastes like 
“crap.” Marty said later that he never in his life heard a 
restaurant employee refer to the food as “crap.” He ate it anyway 
and did not get sick. 

On Wednesday after work, we all went into Salt Lake to eat. It 
was the night that the Washington Capitals, our local hockey 
team, was playing the Pittsburg Penguins in a game seven 
playoff game. My boss could not miss this event so we had to 
find a sports place with big screen TVs. When we arrived the 
place was fairly empty and the management turned on the game. 
That night the server came out and informed us that the fish and 
chips was the best item on their menu. Not thinking that Utah 
was a land-locked state not famous for their seafood, I said out 
loud, “I’ve been wanting to have fish and chips for quite some 
time.” I told everyone that I had made up my mind on having the 
fish without even looking at the menu. 



After the menus had been handed out, my boss reads from the 
menu that the fish and ehips were in faet beer-battered halibut 
and ehips. Here I was the only Mormon in the group and was 
supposed to be setting a good example for my friends and I 
learned that the fish was beer-battered. Marty had just asked me 
to take him down to the Tabemaele on Thursday night to hear 
the Choir rehearse. How eould I eat beer-battered fish and ehips 
and then take Marty to Temple Square? When the server eame 
baek, 3 out of my 4 friends ordered the fish and last of all I 
ordered the Angus steak burger with baeon and blue eheese. 

On Thursday morning, I went down to breakfast and found one 
of my eo-workers sitting at a table looking very siekly. She told 
me that she had gotten food poisoning and had been up all night 
throwing up. My boss Marty was in an even worse state. He 
eouldn’t even leave the room to eome down and tell us that he 
wasn’t going to work that day. He was running a fever and 
eouldn’t even keep water down. I felt just great and had a 
wonderful day. 

That night I took the two other well ones out to a Brazilian bar¬ 
b-queue down in Trolley Square. The food was outstanding. I 
will always be thankful that I listened to that small voiee telling 
me that I eould not eat the beer-battered fish and then take my 
boss to Temple Square. I am sad to say, but we never did make it 
to Temple Square that Thursday. Marty did not show his faee in 
publie until 7 am Friday morning as we prepared to leave for the 
airport. 


More Utah stories... 



During my recent trip to Utah I got to spend time with my 
brother Ken and his family. It is always a treat to visit with Ken. 
A year ago when I was out there on another business trip, I had 
the wonderful opportunity to visit Ken’s law office. This is 
something that everyone who knows Ken should do at least 
once. It was a very eye opening experience for me to say the 
least. I grew up knowing my big brother as just a part-time 
nuisance or sometimes just an indifferent roommate. Don’t get 
me wrong here, we did get along most of the time, but he was 
after all just my brother not some world-class hero. However, 
believe it or not, when I visited Ken’s office everyone I met 
from the secretary to the lawyers all seemed to look on my big 
brother as some kind of big hero. It really made me think that 
maybe we don’t really know our closest family members as well 
as we should. I was really impressed by that experience. 

This year I also had a very interesting visit. It was very special 
because I got to go out for ice cream with John Lougee. I hadn’t 
seen John for almost 10 years and was not prepared for a 
nephew who was over 6 feet tall and fully prepared to talk about 
the important things in life, like ice cream and good music. 

I am not sure, but I think I possess a too strong of personality for 
John to really appreciate. We didn’t hit it off very well from the 
beginning when he came out of his house and seemed to want to 
sit where I was sitting in the car. We got that straightened out 
and then John found out that I knew the words to all his favorite 
songs from the music CD which he brought with him. I think I 
might have scared him when I started singing along with the 



music and clapping my hands fairly loudly. I then made the 
mistake of asking John if he liked pepperoni ice cream and was 
told in no uncertain terms that it was peppermint ice cream not 
pepperoni. After that mistake, John wouldn’t look at me the 
whole time we were eating our ice cream. In fact he turned his 
head to wall until I went and sat in another both. 

When I returned home to Maryland and told this story to 
Jennifer, I was given a very stem chewing out. Jen said that I 
should have never pulled such a joke on her friend John. 
Apparently John has a very close following among his fellow 
cousins. I was very glad to see Jen so protective of her cousin. 

Any visit to Ken’s place is always fun because I love just sitting 
around and talking with James and Jan. They are real fun people 
with a lot to share. James has been painting some very nice 
pictures and in some ways I feel he may be the best artist in our 
family. I even spent some time with Tim. 

On Monday Tim, Ken and I went out to lunch as a Mexican 
restaurant. Ken said that it was a place that Jan wouldn’t eat at 
so we left her home. James couldn’t come either because he had 
just had oral surgery that morning and was either in pain or 
doped up some much that he wasn’t in pain. The food was great 
and we had a wonderful time. 

I was asked once more if I would be willing to move to Utah for 
work. I almost said yes, but I still cannot get over a few issues 
that bother me. The biggest problem I have is that I can never 
tell who the Mormons are in Utah. In Maryland I have no 



problem pointing out the Mormons. That is possibly beeause I 
know them all in Maryland. But, in Utah, many of the people 
who look like they are Mormon are not and many of the people 
who don’t seem to be Mormon are. I really do not eare who is or 
who isn’t, I just need to know one way or the other for the 
purpose of knowing “what is what.” That may sound silly, but it 
really bothers me and until I ean figure this issue out, I don’t 
think I will be able to live in that state. Well, I have just about 
exhausted the topie of Utah and my latest travels. I hope this has 
been entertaining for you. I know it was for me. 

Chapter Nine Notes 

None yet 


Chapter Ten: Memorial Day 2009 

A few days ago, my daughter Jennifer (sometimes referred to as 
just plain Jen) ask me what I was planning to do for Memorial 
Day. When I responded that I wasn’t going to do anything, Jen 
started in on me about how I wasn’t any fun anymore. She went 
as far to say that maybe she wouldn’t have not eome home from 
eollege if she knew that I was going to be so boring. 

After that, I had to listen to several hours (maybe it was just a 
few minutes, but it seemed like hours) of my family ranting and 
raving about how I used to do all kinds of fun things like go for 
hikes and visit parks and museums. 



I really did listen to what Jen was saying, though of eourse I 
eouldn’t admit to her that I was doing so. And, as I listened, I 
started to think; maybe I have beeome a little boring. Maybe I 
do need to get out and see more of the world, if not for my self, 
at least for my family’s sake. 

The next day I when visited my doetor, I told him of this little 
exehange between me and my daughter. The first thing that Dr. 
Kauffman had to say was, “How old is your daughter?” When 
told that she is 21, he replied, “Isn’t that really wonderful that 
your ehildren at this stage in their lives still want to do things 
with their father!” He went on to say that in his experienee most 
kids when the eome home from eollage say “hi” and then the 
parents never see them again until the go baek to sehool beeause 
they tend to spend all of their time with their friends. 

I thought about that statement and then said that I really am 
blessed with a good family who really do enjoy doing things 
with me. I told him that maybe I should help them plan a fun 
Memorial Day after all. 

That night I went home and said that I was all in favor of doing 
what ever the family thought was fun for the holiday. I knew 
that I was opening myself up for possible problems when I 
eommitted to anything, but I also knew that I eouldn’t turn baek 
on this eommitment. Jen and Debbie had been talking about 
going different plaees and playing lawn games ete. If you know 
me very well, you should already understand that I don’t have an 
attention span long enough to get through games or boring 



walks. I started to get worried that my holiday was going to be 
ruined before it aetually arrived. 


Monday morning (Memorial Day) I got out of bed and ate 
breakfast by the time Jen eame down stairs. She informed me 
that we would be going on a hike that morning. I put on my 
hiking/working hat, the one Seott gave me from his old job at 
PRS, and got in the ear. We brought the dogs along for the fun 
too so that when Debbie, Jen, Jasper, Wally and I were finally 
going down the road, we had a fairly erowded vehiele. 

Debbie had researehed a hiking trail in Howard County along 
the Little Patuxant River and we hiked for miles and miles and 
miles. Aetually we hiked about 4.4 miles round trip but as you 
ean well imagine I eomplained every step along the way. My 
eomplaining probably made everyone feel as if really did hike 
for miles and miles and miles, but in real faet, the return trip 
really didn’t take us very long. 

The highlight of the hike was when Wally deeided it would be 
alright to try swimming in the river. I think he enjoyed the swim 
as that it was a fairly hot day. Jasper jumped in onee too but I am 
not sure that he really intended to go in. 

We returned home just in time to witness one of the heaviest 
down pours we have had sinee the last hurrieane went through 
this area. The rain stopped for just one hour at 6:30 pm, just long 
enough for Debbie to BBQ our holiday meal. All in all, I had 
one of the best holidays that I have ever had in the past few 



years. All this was thanks to my daughter who was brave enough 
to stand up and tell me I was getting a little boring. 


Chapter Eleven: Good Books 

Despite a very slow start, I have beeome a very well read 
person. However, before you get all impressed by my reading 
aeeomplishments, you must first understand that I have rarely, if 
ever, read what the world would eall “The Great Books.” You 
may say that I am a non literate well read person. In faet, most 
of the books I read would never make anyone’s top ten list of 
great literature or books of learning. I have read purely for 
entertainment and have gleaned a great amount of knowledge 
from the world’s lesser known good, but not great books. 

When my brothers and sisters all left home to seek our 
individual plaees in life, we left behind a treasure trove of good 
books that had graeed our ehildhood bookshelves. Over the 
years, the best of those good books have disappeared into one of 
our own personal adult libraries, leaving the rest of the family 
wondering where sueh and sueh of book might have gone to. I 
had a eomplete or nearly eomplete set of Brains Benton mystery 
novels, a series that I read religiously, whieh eompletely 
disappeared from the faee of the earth. Years later, I found that 
my brother David who has studied library seienees and therefore 
trained to know a good book from a bad one, had in faet 
abseonded with my rare and valued eolleetion of Brains Benton 
mysteries. I have spent nearly 30 years searehing through used 
book stores trying to replaee that eolleetion. I ean now proudly 
say that I possess four out of the six Brains Benton masterpieees. 



These four I found in 2008 in a eombination of bookstores in 
Mesa, Arizona and Temeeula, California. 

One of my most loved books as a ehild was written by Lee 
Kingman and was ealled The Roeky Summer. I don’t know 
where we got that book, but it was hanging around our house for 
most of my ehildhood. As an adult, I have spent many hours 
searehing my parent’s house looking for that book, but have 
never found it. I suspeet that it sits on my brother David’s 
bookshelf right next to my Brains Benton mysteries. Through 
the wonders of the internet, I finally found a very good old eopy 
of this wonderful book and so my bookshelf now has a eopy too. 
The Roeky Summer is a story about an immigrant family from 
Finland who eame to Cape Ann, Massaehusetts to work at the 
granite quarries. The story follows the exploits of a boy and his 
twin sister as they explore their small world. The plot deals with 
right and wrong, hard work, and being responsible for what you 
have been given in life. 

I ean’t remember the first time I read The Roeky Summer, but I 
do know that I was greatly impressed by the book. One year in 
grade sehool we were given the opportunity to reeommend 
books that the sehool library should purehase. I suggested that 
The Roeky Summer beeome an addition to that library so that 
others eould enjoy sueh a good book. 

In high sehool I diseovered F. Seott Fitzgerald and the Great 
Gatsby. My brother Ken was serving a mission in Miehigan and 
had left behind a good number of books, mostly works of 
fietion. I don’t know what happened to Ken over the years, but 
at some point he turned his baek on fietion. Today he lives 
mainly in the real world reading history and other sueh non 



fiction works. Loosely quoting one of my favorite movies, I 
have tried the real world and found that I preferred the other 
option. 

The Great Gatsby was one of my first real works of classic 
fiction that I had ever liked. At the time I was in awe of our 
family friend Heber Perrot and the way he seemed to control 
money. The Great Gatsby controlled money too and I fell in love 
with his seemingly unreal world. I liked Nick who was just as 
boring as I was and I despised Tom who had no morals. Jordan 
and Daisy were both very superficial but Daisy held my 
fascination while Jordan came off sounding quite cheap. Only 
with Gatsby was I able to withhold judgment. In reality he was a 
crook who seemed to live somewhat by a strange moral code, 
but in the end he showed that was just as moral as the rest of the 
cast. But, for some reason I could forgive him for everything 
and cried when he was shot down in the swimming pool. 

I have always been a little like Nick. I have been able all my life 
to mix with the sinners of this world without becoming like 
them. I love to observe the Gatsbys and the Daisys. They 
fascinate me, not because I want to be like them, but because I 
like to understand how they can be the way they are. I think that 
this may be the same reason I have always felt more comfortable 
mixing with the less active and more colorful members of my 
religion than discussing the mysteries with our church 
leadership. 

For almost 20 years after I first read The Great Gatsby, I made a 
point of rereading it every year, usually in the spring. I can still 
quote ma For almost 20 years after I first read The Great Gatsby, 
I made a point of rereading it every year, usually in the spring. I 
can still quote many lines from the book. I always loved is when 



Daisy talks about waiting for the longest day of the year and 
then forgetting it when it aetually eomes around. I do the same 
every year. This year I totally forgot to notiee the day until long 
after it had past. I also love the line at Gatsby’s burial where in 
the rain someone murmurs “blessed are the dead that the rain 
falls on.” This is the line I thought of the rainy day that we 
buried my own Father in Pioneer Cemetery. 

It was The Great Gatsby that made me fall in love with New 
York City years before I had aetually traveled there. Standing in 
that eity for the first time, I eould well understand the noise and 
the aetion that attraeted both me and Gatsby to that plaee. But, it 
was also The Great Gatsby that made me appreeiate my own 
home town for its quiet and orderly paee of life. The Great 
Gatsby ehanged my life at the exaet time that my life was 
ehanging from a boy into an adult. F. Seott Fitzgerald never 
wrote another book so moving and deep, but that one book was 
enough for at least one small town teenager who longed to see 
the bigger world. 

Another life ehanging book I diseovered in high sehool was To 
Kill a Moekingbird. This is another book that I have read and 
reread all my life. I would enjoy reading it straight through and 
then after finishing the last page I would quiekly turn baek to the 
first page and read a few more pages just to make the story go 
on a little longer. 

Mayeomb was a small town like my home town, but it was very 
different from anything I knew. Mayeomb had both white and 
blaek members of its eommunity and I grew up in mostly white 
eommunity with no Afriean Amerieans living within almost a 
200 mile radius. I had never had to deal with the real issues of 
raee relations during my ehildhood and I was faseinated by this 



black and white conflict. Here was a cast of characters who all 
seemed to have differing abilities to see the truth. Atticus had 
learned to see through his own cultural filters and was able to 
view others as real people with real feelings and real problems. 
Scout and Jem are childhood friends of mine. They truly desired 
greater knowledge and experience of the world they lived in. 
They weren’t perfect just as I wasn’t perfect and they had 
troubles just as I had troubles. But, they were also grounded by a 
good family just as I was. Even though everything in Maycomb 
seemed different from what I had known, there was something 
very familiar in Jem and Scout. They were like me. 

My favorite part of To Kill a Mockingbird is after Scout is 
carried home by Mr. Arthur and stands behind the door watching 
over as Scout is tended too. Atticus then introduces Scout to Mr. 
Arthur and he suddenly changes in her eyes. He was no longer 
the infamous and scary Boo Radley, but was now Mr. Arthur, 
her dear friend and neighbor. I have often wondered how many 
Mr. Arthurs are out there in this world whom I have passed by 
believing they were Boo Radleys. This book taught me to really 
seek out and see the good in my own neighbors. 

Over the years, my reading tastes have grown in two major 
directions, mysteries and humor. I will start with mysteries. To 
be quite blunt about the matter, I absolutely love a good mystery 
book. But, I have to warn you that I feel that most good mystery 
stories have already been written and you will waste a lot of 
good time looking for a modem mystery that is worth reading. 
Modem mysteries try to be too real, adding much useless horror 
and sex, but the classic mystery is a pure “who done it” as it 
should be. My favorite period for mysteries is 1900 through 



1950, the first half of the last eentury. The 20’s and the 30’s 
espeeially faseinate me. 

Of eourse, one eannot talk about early 20th eentury mysteries 
without mentioning Agatha Christie. I remember how jealous I 
felt when I heard that my sister Betty Rae had been left a 
eomplete Agatha Christie set of books by her mother-in-law. 

That would be eonsidered in my mind as a true legaey. Agatha 
died in 1976 the year after I graduated from high sehool and I 
have to say that I had always eonsidered her as an old person. It 
was not until I visited Harrogate in Yorkshire that I realized that 
she had onee been young. The story of how the young Agatha 
disappeared for months only to turn up again in Harrogate really 
provided in my mind a sense of mystery about her as a young 
person. 

As a side note to this story, while staying in Harrogate during 
the summers of 1995 and 1996,1 lived in a bed and breakfast 
house just up the King’s Road from a pub ealled Christie’s. Most 
of my aequaintanees knew nothing of the eonneetion with the 
pub’s name and Agatha Christie, but I knew the origin of the 
name. My landlord would tend bar a Christie’s several nights a 
week and I would go down there to wateh “football” and drink 
“lime and sodas.” I was also introdueed to “eurrent and soda” 
whieh I found tasted almost as good as lime. 

One night in Harrogate while sleeping in my third floor room, I 
was woken up by a frantie young women dressed in some very 
provoeative pajamas. She was a model who was sharing a first 
floor room with another young model dressed in similar 
pajamas. They were in town working at a wedding gown 
eonvention being held aeross the street in the eonvention hall. 
The young lady, as I said was frantie. She had been frightened 



by a large spider in her bedroom and the landlord was out. 

Would I eome down and help her she asked and I being left in 
eharge of the house had no ehoiee but to follow her down into 
her room. There I met the other gorgeous model looking quite 
frightened herself They asked me to look under, behind and 
through their beds for the spider, but in the end I found nothing. 
They asked what they were to do and I said that besides trading 
rooms with them I eould do no more. They settled down and 
said they may possibly be able to go baek to sleep in their own 
beds and would not need to trade with me. After leaving the 
young, gorgeous, and frightened models in their sexy pajamas to 
go baek to sleep, I started laughing so hard that I eouldn’t just go 
baek to bed myself I went down to Christies’ pub just to tell the 
landlord all about the girls and the spider. We both had a good 
laugh together. 

On another oeeasion I had to go get my landlord from Christie’s 
in the middle of the night beeause the fire alarm kept going off 
The whole house was in an uproar with old ladies sereaming that 
they needed to find the house brandy to settle them down. So I 
again saved the day (or night as it were) by fetehing the landlord 
home from Christie’s. 

But now baek to the real Agatha Christie. I am a real fan, but I 
will admit she is not my favorite mystery writer. I will defend 
her though. On one oeeasion one of my nieees (I won’t name her 
here) made a eomment about how she didn’t think mueh of 
Agatha’s writing ability. I eould not let that eomment go 
unanswered. I very firmly explained that there really is a lot of 
depth to her writing and that anyone who eould only 
eomprehended her surfaee level story was missing a great 



amount of the content. Do not malign Dame Agatha Christie in 
my house. I will fight back. 



